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Gimme Shelter 


‘Lets go for a walk," David had said "Hl do us good," he'd said 


Grunting and growling, Dave trailed behind the younger man. It was all part of David's health kick. Now he was 
clean he wanted to do everything, even driving to some godforsaken place to walk through hills and trees. Yes, 
they'd driven to take a fucking walk He was seething and he'd bitched and moaned the entire time. If Junior had 
wanted a walk, why couldn't he just leave the apartment, walk to the store two blocks away, and pick up some 
goddamn beer? But no, the honey-blonde wanted to be back among nature, wanted to see the trees and the 


wildlife. Goddamn hippy. 


And now dark clouds were rolling in, thick and menacing. The car was God only knew where. As far as he was 
concerned, they were lost and they were never going to find humanity again. David had strode away, hair 
swaying in the breeze, one hand wrapped around a walking pole, a rucksack filled with water and snacks 
strapped to his back. 


"David?!" 


No response; the younger man kept on walking. 


"JUNIOR?!" 


David stopped and planted the pole into the ground before turning to look over his shoulder. Scowling, Dave 
stumbled up to him. 


"Let's go back. Rain's comin." 


Straining his head back, David looked at the sky. "No, it'll pass. You can feel it in the wind. Come on, only 


another mile or so and we'll be looping back to the car." 


And with that, the younger man was gore, long legs easily taking in the rough terrain, the pole clicking against 
rocks. Snarling, Dave hunched his shoulders and followed in his wake. Why the fuck had he agreed to this? 


Trees closed in around them, the path narrowing to allow only a single person to walk along it. The canopies of 
branches and green leaves closed over them, the sun filtering through and casting a strange, greenish-black 
light over them. Through the trees, he could hear birds and animals calling to one another. Rocks and twigs 
scrabbled away beneath his feet and, feeling a wave of exhaustion fall over him, Dave leaned against a tree. 
"David! Slow the fuck down a minute." 

His boyfriend obeyed for once, stopping and turning to look at him. "You okay?" 

Dave shrugged and shook his head. Truth be told, he was weary and drug sick. He should have stayed at home. 
Shouldn't have come out because he knew that, sooner or later, the after effects of the dope would kick in. 
And they had, hard. He was shivering and sweating and, with a groan, he dropped to the ground, head against 
his knees. 

He didn't move when a strong arm wrapped around him, his head cradled against David's shoulder. There was 
no one else out on the trail. Just them and nature and, for the first time in a long time, Dave felt an odd 
sense of serenity settle over him. Must have been something to do with the clear, fresh air. 

Fingers ran down his shoulder, gently stroking him. "Want some water?" 


He nodded. "And a smoke, please." 


A moment later and a bottle of water, his cigarettes, and a lighter were held out to him. Somewhere, in the 


distance, came the rumble of thunder. 
"Thought you said it wasn't going to rain?" 


"Didn't say it wasn't going to rain," David replied softly. "Just didn't say it was going to rain here." 


"We better go back then" 

A hand clasped the back of his head and a kiss was pressed to his cheek. "We'll be fine here." 
"But thunder and lightening.." 

David chuckled. "We're still low down. Lightening ain't gonna strike here." 


There was another rumble and Dave shivered. The warm California day was rapidly turning humid, the small 


slivers of sky he could see turning even darker. 


Pushing himself back under the tree, he pulled David with him. The younger man curled up beside him, head 
against his shoulder, arm soothingly around his back. Dave didn't mind the rain. Didn't mind the storms. He just 
didn't like getting caught up in them. He'd much rather have been back on the couch, watching it through the 
safety of a window. 


Thunder rolled through the skies again, louder and more ominous. It was followed by a slash of lightening, the 
dark sky momentarily lit. Dave shivered again and pushed himself further into David's welcoming embrace. The 


honey-blonde leaned closer, both arms going around him, breath warm against Dave's cheek. 


Drops of rain began to fall, first quiet before getting heavier. They pattered against the leaves, the sound 
soothing compared to the roar of thunder. Some fell between the leaves, plopping onto the dry earth and 
sending up little flurries of dust. 


‘| love the sound of the rain," David mused. "Especially outside. So peaceful.” 


Grunting, Dave nodded, eyes focused straight ahead at the small patch of ground not covered by the leafy 
canopies. The rain became heavier, stray spots of slightly warm water trickling down the neck of his shirt. 
Goosebumps rose on his skin and he sank back further, knees hunched to his chest. It was peaceful, it was 


relaxing. 

In the distance, there was another rumble of thunder. An earthy, mossy smell began to rise around them, and 
a few stray leaves twirled from the branches. Beside him, David curled closer and he stroked a hand along the 
younger man's arm. David's skin was like his own and dotted with goosebumps. A soft sigh left his boyfriend's 


lips. The warmth of their bodies was nice and Dave closed his eyes as a few more stray drops of water 


slithered through his hair. 
Peaceful. 
Relaxing. 


Serenity. 


For a while his mind was calm, his thoughts a million miles away. He was sitting beneath a tree in the middle of 
nowhere with the only person who loved him. Curled up together like two peas in a pod. They both remained 
silent as thunder continued to stretch across the sky, lightening flaring, and the soft sound of the rain filling 
their ears. Smiling, Dave turned his head and nuzzled his boyfriend's face. David chuckled softly, one hand 
petting Dave's hair. 


"How you feelin'?" the younger man asked, 
"Good. Quite like this." 
"Thought you might.” 


They settled back down, the ground hard beneath their asses, the tree scratchy through their thin tshirts. 
But Dave didn't care. At that moment he didn't care about anything except for the man in his arms and the 
sense of tranquillity which had settled over him. Beneath the trees there was no one picking on him, no one 
throwing abuse at him, no one tormenting him about Metallica. David and the fresh, clear air was all there 


was. 
As the rain started to ease, David, asked, "Wanna start walking back?" 
Eyes still closed, he held his boyfriend tighter. "Not yet. Let's wait for it to stop." 


A soft chuckle reached his ears and, rather than pull away, the younger man settled back down, the soft 
pattering and the distant rumbles of thunder washing their cares away. 


